lutdy unchanged, exactly as he had been twenty-four
yeans before: the same fiery red wig, short black jacket,
black knee-breeches, white .stockings, black shoes with
brass buckles. The thick layer of grease paint on his face
smothered any mark of those storm'laden twenty-four
years; his face was just the same healthy, red, .smooth
peasant face it had been in Turin, and his eyes like those
of any truly fine and great actor had a youthful gleam
from the recurring excitement of play- acting*. In a word,
Zacconi stand before me exactly as he had a quarter
century since, although even in Turin he had not been a
young man.

1 greeted him as I came into the dressing room. He
shook hands, looked at me, ami then tears came to his
eyes, "Good Ciod, Molnnr," he said, "you with white
hair?" We said nothing for a long time. I think 1 smiled
shamefacedly, as if I had been somehow abashed, Twenty-
four years before in Turin I hail had a mass of long, thick,
coal-black curls. I looked at him, and I believe deep down
in my heart 1 was just a little annoyed with him simply
for being KO unchanged,

I gestured with a motion taking him in from head to
foot. "You," I told hint, "have not changed an iota from
head to foot, or rather from wig to buckled shoes."

"Wigs don't turn gray," he said softly at length. "A
dream figure remains unchanged. Fleetra, Oedipus, 1 lain-
Ict, even the poor peasant standing before you never
grows old. They don't grow so much as a second older
than the age they were when someone dreamed of them.
Living people age dreams', never,11

This visit to the maestro made a lasting impression on

236 nil those years*
